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GRIMOIRE
GRIMOIRE
La Salle University Arts Magazine
Fifteenth Anniversary Issue
Truly a Magic Book • • •
For the past fifteen years, the Grimoire Arts Magazine has 
enriched and entertained the La Salle community. As with any 
activity or organization, the Grimoire has a story to tell, and it 
seems only fitting to recount this tale, here, in our crystal anniver­
sary issue. . .
The history of the magazine actually begins before the birth of 
the Grimoire itself. In 1968, Peter Frank was moderator of stu­
dent publications and among his charges was the old student 
literary magazine, The Horse's Mouth. Because of lack of interest, 
the “Mouth” had ceased publication the previous year. Frank, 
deciding that the campus needed a new, vibrant magazine, be­
queathed the funds of the old magazine to a group of Freshman 
Honors poets led by Henry Jankiewicz. After being inducted into 
the rituals of typesetting and lay-out, the small group of intrepid 
poets produced Of, a limited edition, one-time pamphlet com­
prised mostly of haiku.
Two years later, just before Peter Frank left La Salle, he 
remembered Jankiewicz and Of and announced to him that there 
was money in the budget for a literary magazine and if it was not 
used the money would be withdrawn for lack of interest. 
Jankiewicz told Frank that he did not have the time to undertake 
such an endeavor and thought the matter was settled. Frank, 
however, had other ideas; he had taken the “precaution” of tell­
ing then Brother President Daniel Burke that there would be a 
literary magazine. Upon meeting Jankiewicz shortly afterwards, 
Burke inquired how the magazine was progressing and 
Jankiewicz, dumbfounded, answered “Okay.” At that moment, 
Grimoire, although yet untitled, was born.
Presenting himself before the 1970 budget committee, 
Jankiewicz was given the funds under one stipulation—a faculty 
moderator was needed. Dr. Richard Lautz was finally solicited to 
sign the budget statement.
All that was now needed was a name, and that was provided by
student-artist Ira Shaffer, who had been drafted into service by 
his close friend Jankiewicz. It was he who proposed “Grimoire” 
which means “magic-book” in Old French. The following spring, 
Jankiewicz and Shaffer hastily produced the first magazine with 
a handful of submissions and much improvisation.
While that first issue was taking form, Richard Lautz began to 
figurehead the prodigious number of poets on campus. He pooled 
the students and saw that they were instructed, inspired and 
educated. In Jankiewicz’s own words, “Blessedly, he (Dr. Lautz] 
ended Grimoire’s days as a half-hearted renegade publication, 
riding hard on our sense of quality and turning us into a solid 
literary magazine... that second issue, the first really fine one, is 
h is . . . ”
Since that issue, the tradition of excellence has continued. 
Grimoire has celebrated fifteen years of the campus’s outstand­
ing poetry, short stories, artwork, photography, essays and 
music compositions. The themes of the works have changed, from 
anti-Vietnam to pro-Reagan, but quality has never been for­
saken.
So it seems that, undoubtedly, the Grimoire was appropriately 
named; it truly is a “magic-book.” From its humble beginnings, it 
has nearly doubled in size and has increasingly appealed to a 
wider spectrum of La Salle students. It has withstood the test of 
time, the clash of personalities and the changing of fifteen (often 
very different) editorial boards. Most importantly, it has chal­
lenged both those who have worked on it and those who have sub­
mitted pieces to strive for excellence, in the words of poet Muriel 
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“This One’s For You . .
Over the past fifteen years, the Grimoire has undergone numerous changes. One thing, however, has remained the same— 
the inspiration, guidance, encouragement and expertise provided by Dr. Richard Lautz. Moderator and friend, he has been the 
stable foundation upon which the continuing success of the magazine has been built. Therefore, although it is not customary to 
dedicate the Grimoire to any one individual, it seems only fitting that in this, our crystal anniversary issue, we, the editors and 
staff, officially express our gratitude for his years of service by dedicating the 1985 Grimoire Arts Magazine to Dr. Richard 
Lautz.
“—Dr. Lautz, this one’s for you . . . ”


























One Act -  Always
Sometimes we’ve had enough 
pretending - hopeful - 
the moment arrives, clock 
stops dead and we see 
the curtain rise and lock 
though not lie for once we see 
our empty bodies recite 
meaningless lines, so well 
learned and no longer enjoy 
the applause; it’s cheap 
while our days are few we 
deserve more - Right?
Wrong? No ! ! ! Please just 
rewrite the lines and swallow 
them so the audience 
waits and moans while 
you learn the new lines 
they’ll never hear before 
the curtain closes:
Next Showing in Progress.
Bernice Kates
Sea-marks
(—Whenever the tide comes into shore, it causes 
deep impressions in the sand called sea-marks.)
Burning golden sand runs through my fingers 
And scorching yellow sun sears the flesh.
But the sand burns less than the desire within me
And the sun sears less than your uncaring stares.
You had been like the rushing tide, overpowering all in its path
And I was like a grain of sand, waiting on a remote island beach. 
We mingled for a brief interlude 
And it was time to go.
I clung to the safety of the beach and asked you to stay.
But you just tossed your blond head and laughed saying—
“Good-bye”.




Ancient women draped in black lace 
Dot the pews of the even older church.
Kneeling, backs straight,
As they were taught to do in grade school.
Gnarled fingers bleed white crystal rosaries 
While monotone mumblings,
Indistinguishable as individual voices,
Fill the air like incense,
Rising in supplication 
To their common God.
Why do they come here 
Clothed in black like death,
Faces somber, as at a funeral?
They come to this church to mourn 
A God they had once thought eternal:
Their old God, who spoke only in Latin chants;
It mattered not that they never understood the language. 
Their old God who could not hear 
Unless choked with the scent of pine 
And begged for nine days over.
Their old God who was vengeful,
Striking sinners down in their tracks.
They were comfortable with this God 
For they wore black.
Never smiled,
Never delighted in the touch of another human being— 
Truly they knew they were a chosen people.
And now their God was dead.
Replaced by the preposterous idea 
That people could smile,
Could touch,
Could enjoy the comfort of each other’s presence.
Replaced by a God of the Youth
Who spoke heathen English
And heard the voice of individuals,
Not mutterings over crystal beads.
And so the women come to mourn;
They weep and gnash their teeth,
Beat their breasts,
Chant over and over, “Mea culpa, mea culpa . . . ”
These chosen people
With their salvation dependent on misery 
Are lost.
Their God is dead.
And they are dead, too.
For the new God has chosen to be happy.
They
Have never learned how.
Paula Jayne White
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I resent being numeralized 
because what is a number
but an infinitely divisible point, 
a multiplication of emptiness . . .  




“Stew,” the dead man had written, “I hope you remember me. 
Please read the enclosed letter if I should die before the Fish trial. 
Best wishes -  Fran Green.”
The letter vibrated in Kellogg’s trembling hands, which, he 
suddenly noticed, had grown ice-cold. He laid it face down on his 
blotter, carefully obscuring an assortment of more or less obscene 
doodling; then he stood up and cursed as the pins and needles 
whittled into his legs. Kellogg lurched to the window and jerked 
closed the yellowed Venetian blinds before collapsing against the 
radiator. Clutching the windowsill, he kicked his leg vigorously, 
then hobbled over to throw his office door shut. Once assured of 
privacy, he returned to the letter.
The manila envelope had arrived in the morning’s mail; 
Kellogg, who had been following a hot-blooded divorcee around 
the city in hopes of catching her with the tennis instructor, 
returned after lunch and found it in his mail slot. There had been 
no return address on the envelope, so Kellogg had had no idea 
that it had been sent by the man who had been shot in the face 
answering the door the night before. O irony of destiny, Kellogg 
ruminated, O fateful post office.
Just to be double-sure, Francis Green had written his instruc­
tions on the outside of the smaller envelope, as well: “To be 
opened upon the death of Fran Green.” Kellogg fumbled in his 
pencil can for one of those promotional screwdrivers and slit open 
the envelope. The letter enclosed was a scrawled epistle on yellow 
legal paper; the last testament of a man in a devastating hurry. 
He squinted at the chickenscratch though he was almost sure 
already what it would say.
“Dear Stew -
Do you remember in 1975, that time we saw Fish throw some­
thing off the bridge? We suspected what it was, but we were so 
damn scared that we swore we’d be quiet as long as it was quiet. 
Do you remember it? I know you do—God, I’ll remember that as 
long as I live. I’ve known since March that that was Merendez, 
and I guess you know too.
When I found out Fish was finally brought to trial, I knew what 
I had to do. I’m still scared, but you can’t just let a guy die for 
nothing—I’m gonna help the D.A. convict Fish.
It seems safe but Fish has ways you know. If I’m killed you’ll 
know Fish had it done. If that happens, you’ll have to testify 
instead, tell the D.A. what we saw that night. Fish has got to get 
convicted. You can even use this letter as evidence—It’s all in my 
own hand as you can plainly see. I didn’t tell the D.A. about you 
being there so if there’s a leak you’re safe for now—get them to 
give you protection when you tell them.
I’m putting this in the mailbox right away. I’m counting on 
you.
Best wishes -  Fran Green”
Best wishes. The phrase sat like a lump in the middle of 
Kellogg’s thoughts. Best wishes from the other world. Pray for 
the dead and the dead will pray for you.
The yellow paper was damp from Kellogg’s perspiration.
( . . .  “Look, calm down Screwdriver,” the D.A. was saying, “We 
gotta do this by the book!”
The detective did not move his eyes from the body. “You and your 
lousy book. Those bastards killed my partner! I ’ll find those scum, 
and then, and then . . . ”
“Maybe we should put him in protective custody, ” a nearby cop 
suggested. He was ugly. He would make a gargoyle cry.
“Don’t touch me!” Screwdriver warned. He drew his gun and 
sprang into stance like a beartrap snapping shut. “I know what 
I ’ve got to do—don’t try to stop me. ”
The D.A. looked like someone had just insulted his mother. 
“That’s a cop you 're talking to, Screwdriver!”
The gun in Screwdriver's hand was as steady as the Rock of 
Gibraltar on a still day. He said nothing.
Finally, the DA. waved off his colleague. The detective backed 
away from the scene. “I ’ll get you for this, Screwdriver,” the 
lawyer threatened. His face was the color of raw steak. “You’ll 
never work in this city again!”
“Fine. But first I have some business to attend to. ”)
Except I’m getting too old for that, Kellogg told the little 
Kellogg with the halo who sat on his right shoulder. I’m too old to 
run away from Fish and his henchmen.
Kellogg had managed to avoid getting beaten up through his 
whole career. Unlike Green, he had also managed to avoid getting 
killed. It was a distinction Kellogg had grown fond of in the few 
hours since he had seen Fran Green’s demise in newsprint.
The manila envelope, with the letter replaced inside, was 
barred as the late afternoon sun leaked through the Venetian 
blinds. Kellogg was grateful that he had no secretary; she might 
have opened the envelope for him and then the situation would be 
out of his hands. As it was, the choice was his: he could do as 
Green had wished and defy the threat of Fish’s organization, or 
he could burn the envelope and remain safely anonymous.
Kellogg yanked open his top desk drawer, looking for an 
antacid tablet.
He froze at the sound of his outer door slamming. He felt a sud­
den dampness and realized with acute embarrassement that he 
had wet his pants. He felt ridiculous at his sudden pressing need 
not to face death with wet trousers. He kept his eyes riveted on 
the door as it opened—
“Oh, it’s you!”
“Yeah! ” Sonny responded with enthusiasm. “Expecting some­
one else maybe?” He pulled over a chair and made himself 
comfortable.
“Oh no. Get yourself a drink Sonny. Get me one, too.”
“Whatever you say, chief.” Sonny Bancroft was a tall sixty- 
year-old with brush-cut gray hair who was never seen in any­
thing less casual than a sweatshirt. The one he wore that day was 
from the high school Sonny had attended, one named for one of 
the thousands of Catholic bishops and archbishops and cardinals 
and whatnot. Sonny dropped a highball glass on Kellogg’s blotter 
before easing into the chair he had brought up to Kellogg’s desk.
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He tasted his own drink and sighed in admiration of his mixology, 
as if the potion he had prepared had been more difficult than the 
opening of one bottle.
“Are you busy, Stew? Usually on Friday afternoons you’re not 
up to nothing so I decided to drop in, but if you’re busy . . . ”
“No, no. Make yourself at home.”
“Mmm. Did I tell you that little Missy got a scholarship?”
“Missy—that’s Sarah’s little girl?”
As the conversation settled into its accustomed channels, 
Kellogg became increasingly concerned about the manila en­
velope on his blotter—if Sonny found out about the letter, 
Kellogg’s options would be severely limited. Sonny was also a 
detective, and he was retired, which meant that his reactions to 
the crisis would be much different. After some frantic thought, he 
reached to the floor and picked up the newspaper. The inch-high 
headline covered the dangerous envelope but advertised in cruel 
terseness: “Key Witness in Racketeering Case Slain.” “Did you 
see about that?” he asked casually, trying to fabricate a reason 
for his rather clumsy maneuver.
“Oh yeah. I hope that Fish bastard gets the chair.” Sonny 
scanned the page for a few seconds; then reached into his shirt 
pocket for his glasses. “Did you know that fellow Green?”
Kellogg realized that he had fallen from frying pan to fire. 
Ridiculously, he felt an embarrassed flush reach his ears. “Uh, no. 
I didn’t know the guy.”
Sonny grimaced, trying to adjust to his lenses. He picked up the 
page and squinted at the grainy picture. “He seems so familiar. . . ” 
The envelope sat menacingly in plain sight. As quietly as he could, 
Kellogg slid the top drawer open and dropped the offending pack­
age in it, garnishing his performance with some convincing 
paper shuffling.
The older man slapped down the paper. “Got it! He was in your 
gang ten, fifteen years ago—you used to go to Jackie’s every 
Friday, play golf and all?”
With his heart jangling like a quarter in a beggar’s cup, Kellogg 
pretended to study the picture. “No—no, you’re thinking of, uh, 
whatsisname. I didn’t know any Fran Green.”
“Hmmm.” Sonny retrieved the paper and scrutinized it once 
more. “I guess you’re right.” Kellogg breathed an inward sigh of 
relief. “Shame about the guy anyway.” With an infuriating lan­
guor, Sonny folded the newspaper. “I coulda swore he was your 
friend once.”
Kellogg affected a laugh, while inside he was a man standing 
on a ledge before a firing squad. “Believe me, I never knew 
him.”
( . . .  “the name's Screwdriver. Philip Screwdriver. I ’m looking 
for Marty Eaves. ”
The pawnbroker was a study in sweat. He had a tic on the left 
side that you could set a watch by. “7 don’t know Marty Eaves, ” he 
said, looking back and forth nervously.
Screwdriver reached forward and gathered up two handfuls of 
lapel. Maybe a little skin, too. “I don’t believe you. ”
The little man’s eyes bugged out. “I  swear, I never heard of
Marty Eaves!” His strangled voice sounded like wind whistling 
through barbed wire.
Screwdriver stared him right in the bloodshot eyes. “You denied 
it twice, mister. ” His fist suddenly flew into the little guy’s mouth, 
breaking an assortment of teeth. “Don’t lie to me three times. ”
The pawnbroker spat out blood and teeth. A rivulet of blood 
snaked out of the side of his mouth. He twitched. He twitched 
again.
“Eaves is hiding out at Shultz’ Gym. ”
Screwdriver let go of the jacket, throwing the pawnbroker 
against the wall in the process. “You got smart, twerp. Stay smart. 
Don’t think about calling to warn Eaves. The bastard killed my 
partner. ” He could tell by the pawnbroker’s eyes that he wasn’t 
thinking about calling Eaves . ..)
“Help me, Kellogg!” the dead man pleaded, sounding in 
Kellogg’s mind like Peter Lorre in a foreign movie. Green had 
never sounded that way in life.
Kellogg was alone, except for the setting sun behind his back 
and the accusatory manila envelope in his hand once again.
“I’d like to, Fran,” he whispered, wishing the dead man were 
there to hear him. “I’d like to, Fran, but there’s no way.”
It was unfair, he reflected, for Fran Green to dump this burden 
on him without being there to argue with. Fran had asked him to 
put his life on the line and then gone and died, as if to prevent any 
dispute, to deny Kellogg’s right to refuse the mission.
“What good will it do, anyway?” he suddenly asked the furni­
ture. The furniture didn’t answer. “I mean, Fish might get off 
anyway. Or maybe they’ll come after me because we didn’t report 
what we saw as soon as we knew Merendez was missing. Why 
should I stick my neck out for the chopper? If I was sure it would 
convict Fish, I would do it, but I don’t want to risk myself for 
nothing.” The last line sounded good—it sounded true. Kellogg 
looked down at the envelope. “I’m scared, Fran. I’m scared to 
do it.”
He wished again that the dead man were there to convince him. 
“I got two kids, Fran. I’m gonna retire in eight years. I can’t go to 
court. I got to stay anonymous, where it’s safe.”
He sat still in his chair, with the envelope in his hands, seeing 
the shadows lengthen on the dusty floor. Finally, he threw the 
envelope in the metal trashbasket. He lit a match, with the 
gravelly scrape of it bursting the heavy bubble of stillness. He 
poured himself another drink and sipped it slowly, watching the 
flames to be sure none of the furniture caught on fire.
( . . .  The D.A.’s office was dark, with a tiny circle of light reveal­
ing that someone was sitting at the desk. Screwdriver kicked the 
door open, and saw the man leaning over his papers.
The D.A. rose, confident but a little bit nervous around the edges. 
“What the hell are you doing here, Screwdriver?”
“Looking for the man who killed my partner. ”
The other man swallowed. “I  thought you said that was 
Martin Eaves. ”
“It was a cooperative effort, ” Screwdriver explained, moving
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toward him. “Eaves did the dirty work, and that bastard has 
already paid. But some snivelly cop covered up the case and de­
stroyed the evidence because he was being paid to do so. ”
Finally realizing the danger he was in, the D.A. started being 
scared. The air was as thick as butter. “You got it wrong, Screw­
driver. I didn’t take no money. They were going to kill me. They 
were threatening to kill my wife. ”
“No. You got it wrong. You thought your life was more impor­
tant than justice. You thought you were more important than my 
partner’s life.”
“But my wife, Screwdriver! A man’s got to protect his wife!” 
The D.A. was reaching for his gun. Screwdriver threw a punch 
into his stomach that dropped him on the floor. “You make me sick, 
you louse. Who’s protecting everybody else’s wife? Who’s supposed 
to be protecting everybody else?” As the D.A. straightened up, 
Screwdriver caught him in the teeth with his fist. “That’s your job, 
you son of a bitch. With Eaves scaring you nuts, who the hell is 
doing your job?”
Screwdriver reared back to smash him again, but noticed the 
D.A. was crying. The detective was suddenly seized with an un-
suppressable revulsion. “You really disgust me, ” he said, shaking 
his head. He picked up the phone to call the police . . . )
When Fish was acquitted, Kellogg was finally able to sleep.
The first night, he dreamt that Fran Green had trapped him in a 
small dark office, long after hours, with only a pencil of a reading 
lamp illuminating the traditional scene. It was Green who was 
crying.
“I depended on you, man. You made me die for nothing. 
Nobody should die for nothing.”
Kellogg was on the border of the dream. It seemed like Green 
was waiting for his answer. Kellogg knew what it would be. “But 
they would be going after me! I gotta watch out for myself!”
“But don’t you see, Stew? That’s how they split us up! We all 
gotta work together! If you don’t help me, who’s gonna help you, 
huh, who’s gonna help you?”




Her psychological profile 
Found her “friendly, intelligent—
Basically well-adjusted.”
Upon reading that she smiled 
And walked out into the sunshine,
Musing about so many possibilities.
Noting the myriad patterns 
Of sunlight through branches,
She stopped to stand in the shadow of a tree. 
As she stood
She realized that everything she surveyed 
Would instantaneously change.
The patterns could never repeat themselves; 
She could never recapture 
What had first captured her.
So in defense she closed her eyes 
And ran away, out of sunlight 
Into the darkness and silence 
Of her windowless, basement room.
Out of sunlight.
To where the bare walls glared 
With mechanical incandescence.
Out of sunlight.
To where an icy force gripped her body 
Making her tremor with fear 
And unbearable cold.
Out of sunlight
The force impelled her to follow—
Controlled her every action—
Guided her hand
Though her will fought against it.
And slowly,
The force left her body 
Taking her essence as it left 
Leaving only the cold.
Then she opened her eyes
To the incandescent glare she could not see,
Yet still
The sunlight
Did not enter in.
Paula Jayne White
Jever
Jever stand at the bus stop 
in the rain
and imagine yourself married 
to the person who is sharing 
your umbrella?
Jever wonder why Fred Flinstone 
doesn’t just jump 
through the window 
like the cat?
Jever consider just how many 
people you could seriously 
screw over by killing yourself 
at the right time?
Jever puzzle over how
someone as annoying as 
Howard Cosell 
could be popular?
Jever wish they’d just 
launch all of those 
silly missiles and 
get it the hell 
over with?
Jever have your nose 
run in public 
when you don’t 
have a hankie 
or a Kleenex and 
the situation’s too 
formal to use your sleeve?
Jever try to guess the 
bra size of the 
brunette who sits 
in the corner of 
the room in PSYCH?
Jever want to measure it?
Jever look at pictures of
starving children and 
feel guilty because you 
threw away a piece of 
burnt toast that morning?
Jever imagine what it would be 
like to give all 
of your money to some 
poor street bum?
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Jever watch your friend’s 
older sister or 
young mother 
bend over 
in those tight 
pink sweat pants 
that she wears around 
the house and to bed 
and watch them stretch 
becoming as tight and firm 




It was today, on the day 
That the past came so fast 
And is gone.
It was the sun, a dim one 
Dusk then came, all the same 
It was dawn.
Sun defeated, unheated 
Tried anew to pierce through 
The Darkness.
The Earth lay dead, Life wilted 
Hard to cope without hope 
And still less . . .
Though quite forseen, not pristine 
Sickly pall, funeral 
Of the sun:
Well-attended, quite splendid 
Corpses came, end of game 
No one won.
From whence a ray, gone quite stray 
Stayed a day, forged a way 
All alone.
Bound humanity! Rise! Be free!





The busride jars 
The brown paper bag 
To fall over supine:
A cloudy mass trails out, 
Following the same viscous 
Snailpath, forward and back. 
If the bus should tilt right 
A pseudopod might form and 
Hit one shoe,
Sticky half-life 
Making two living feet.
Anne Ciecko
Unrequited Love
Unrequited love I fear
Is the fiercest anguish
That a mortal mind can bear
No vacuum created so empty
As that endless, lonely longing
Nor is there a blade so sharp
That it would more readily pierce
The fragile vessel where God has placed
Each human hope, dream, and desire
We bleed our sorrow and our sadness
In spurting anger or tearful agony
Drawn out excuses merely postpone
The awful shattering of rejection
But as we lay crushed and painfully wallow
In the terrible force of the dreaded, “No!”
We all realize that once at the bottom
There’s only one way left to go
Joseph Dougherty
Say Goodnight, Gracie • • •
Have you ever listened to the night? Not just in casual listen­
ing, mind you, but have you ever taken, oh, say, fifteen minutes to 
just sit and listen?
Admittedly, the process is a trifle difficult to start out, not at all 
like the television shows where the bionic man/woman/dog 
simply cocks his/her/its head to one side in order to gain greater 
hearing. Oh no. In reality, one must have discipline. You have to 
focus beyond the occasional car passing by, beyond the group of 
kids who have tasted perhaps a bit too much beer for the evening, 
and, of course, there’s always the asthmatic whine of the neigh­
bor’s annoying air-conditioner to contend with, but even that’s 
not so hard when you set your mind to it, you know. Once past the 
surface distractions, just about anybody can become aware of the 
true essence of the night.
The first sensation that one should become aware of is the 
sound of crickets. The cricket, you see, basically has nothing bet­
ter to do than to stay up and chirp. Of course, you know the sound 
. ..  it’s the sound of coffee doing a quick perk in the pot. Perhaps 
that is why crickets are able to lull so many people into a state of 
tranquility; the sound is inversely related to a sound which her­
alds the production of a brew which stimulates.
Once you have spoken freely with the esteemed denizens of the 
insect world, reach out and feel the wind. Not gale force wind, but 
a cool, caressing breeze that surrounds you and gathers you up 
and tells you that everything will turn out right, just you wait and 
see. It is a lover’s caress, a mother’s hug, a little voice telling you 
not to worry about the clutch on the Volvo and the electric bills 
and whether or not your wife will find out where and who you’d 
been with until three in the morning when you’d staggered in 
smelling of booze and passion. No, this breeze is love like no 
other; it cares not a whit for your past or present, and as for the 
future, well, the future has a habit of taking care of itself. No, this 
love simply wants to put her breath in your ear and her touch on 
your face. And, if you’re not strong enough or if you’re caught 
unawares, you accept. It’s no crime to accept. Really. It’s just a 
shame, because just as you’re about to totally surrender to this 
most generous lady, a sound worms its way through to the center 
of your consciousness. An innocuous enough sound, to be honest. 
Just the snapping of a twig. Nothing to be scared of. Really. 
Unless, of course, you have a good memory.
That’s where the trouble begins.
That’s where your most generous lady shows her duplicity and 
suddenly changes her soft seductive tone to the grating shriek of
your mother. Now do you remember? Do you remember all those 
awful, vile things that your mother swore lie in wait for you if you 
didn’t behave and stop beating your sister and finish your vege­
tables before they get cold, young man, or its bedtime for you? 
Remember all those times you’d laugh whenever your mother 
mentioned the bogey man, and remember all those nights that 
you just couldn’t sleep without having the closet light left on? 
You’d thought that you’d outgrown that feeling, right? Don’t feel 
embarrassed, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Just a stick falling, all 
over, no more noise, everything’s fine here. At least until the 
leaves rustle and demand your attention.
At this stage, if you close your eyes and try real hard you can 
just about shut the night out of your mind. No noise, no wind . . .  
nothing. Except...  except for that smell. Have you ever buried a 
pet and then, say, three days later gone back to dig it up, just to 
make sure that it was still dead? And do you remember the smell 
that greeted you? Ahhh. There you go. You do remember that 
smell, the smell that invades your nostrils, exciting your cilia to 
no end.
Another noise.
Closer this time. Maybe.
The breeze has left you now, a fickle love indeed taking her 
crickets and half the furniture with her, but you can keep the kids 
and the smell, that god-awful smell. Then you hear that sound. A 
sound just like someone sucking the last bit of soda from the bot­
tom of an empty cup, the sound that your crotchety old grand­
father told you to be rather reminiscent of a werewolf sucking the 
meat off of a fresh kill. You raise your hand and it brushes 
against something.
Something moving.
A branch, perhaps . . .  or perhaps not.
Your heart does a quick switch to a double step, and your 
mouth goes as dry as your first kiss. The bogey man lives. He 
lives, he is out there, somewhere, and he’s looking just for you.
It is then that you are able to place the smell, that smell exactly 
like roasting fireflies on a barbeque grill.
It is fear.
This is the night.
You should never have come here.




Cool tile vibrates under damp skin 
And soothes the dull ache of being 
Alone, slumped in a stall.
And when those waiting whispers lick the face, 
Impatience blends well with disgust.
But I don’t want to care.
And many drum solos have vibrated 
That graffitied womb of porcelain 
When they expel the baggage.
The salty face colored like newspaper. 
Reflected in a mirrored hell,
Won’t startle jaded us.
Because too many crowded stalls;






The dancing raindrops laterally fly;
They ride unfettered waves of savage wind.
So quick and sharp that they seem nearly dry,
So fierce that leaves are crucified and pinned.
The grim pedestrian prepares to joust 
With telescoping silk-and-metal spear;
Forgot umbrella-handle, constant doused,
Reminds the knight that victory is dear.
And so they dance: the stalwart with the storm 
And man, umbrella-clasping, grins and reels 
While showered with wet weather multiform 
He curses castle clouds where She is housed 
Who spins romantic record, wind and warm.
Whose passion-dancing gale-breath harms and heals.
First Stars (Urania, Muse of Astronomy)
. . .  Later, at that turquoise time of night 
When pragmatic evening melts to blue.
When sundown starts surrendering the light 
Between the red and indigo, and through.
When every shape across the sapphire lea 
Is vague and restless in the semi-dark,
The restless forests, whispering, agree 
For moon to shine dominion in its park.
Then, the sleepy curtain starts its creep;
The tissue-paper cosmos blossoms black.
The firmament, celestial and deep 
Launches stellar caravels; its sea 
Awakens for the midnight from soft sleep 
And stars emerge to guide its shiplings back.
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Calliope
Some people say the only prize they seek 
Is to leave their marks on history,
To classify their sagas as unique,
Carve bold initials in the ancient tree.
But Mother Earth delivers and devours 
A hundred million geniuses a day 
And most would barter souls just to empower 
Their names with immortality to stay.
Most of us will vanish into time 
With no one quite remembering our names, 
With tombstones fast collapsing under slime 
And deft posterity forgetting flowers. 
Solution? Anonymity’s no crime:
To live for life itself, without the fame.
Euterpe
A power failure on an August eve 
Quenches welcome noise in one brown stroke;
A silencing too sudden to believe:
Mother Nature’s paralyzing joke.
My room was dark, my stereo quite mute;
I sat with half-read book in weary hand
And heard through window ardent dove ply suit
Accompanied by am’rous cricket band.
A bullfrog’s speech is carried by the breeze:
The silent city’s music of the spheres,
The sad ungentle moaning of the seas,
The dog’s percussion and the sparrow’s flute. 






Fine sweet chocolates 
and piping hot bitter coffee 
only siblings really appreciate 
the tears and laughter shared 
over a kitchen table covered 
with a historic cloth 
We lean our elbows on it 
indulging in calories and caffeine— 
anytime of day—or night.
Once, in Germany, at a candy counter 
I wondered
if they had a chocolate reference book— 
Nuts, and fruits, and cremes and— 
and the fillings! I bought 
a dozen different kinds, but 
Which to open? Which would you like? 
Alone, I left every wrapper intact 
until there was someone to help out— 
filled with sticky strawberry stuff—
I felt sick
and the chocolate was too bitter 
I packed the others in my suitcase 
And we talked in the kitchen 
after the flight
German chocolate never tasted so satisfying.
Now a box of chocolates has arrived 
each one delicately wrapped 
in foil under the chandelier they’re 
so precious—I don’t dare touch 
until you come home 
and we’ll talk




I found the love letters you used to write me 




still tied together by the worn, 
pink satin ribbon 
you used to pull 
from my hair.
I sat back on my heels and read them aloud 
as I used to do 





Sometimes they were poems, 
the classic, romantic kind 




Sometimes they were just blocks of prose, 
telling me how many times 
you thought of me 
that day 
or night.




Your plans for the future, 
and events of your past.
One was even a story 
of how we first met, 
when the mischievous autumn wind 
stole the scarf 
from my throat 
and blew it right in 
your face.
You laughed as you returned it, 
while even the gusty breeze 
could not cool 
the fire 
in my cheeks,




those blue eyes that filled my mind 
with a thousand fantasies, 
held mine, 
refusing
to give them back 




You ended, saying: “How ironic 
to begin in autumn, 
a time of decay, 
of dying.
But still, how fitting 





Yes, dear, you used to say 
things like that then, 





It really wasn’t that long ago, 
eight years or so but still, 
long enough 





I thought, when I found them, 








But instead, I bundled them up, 
retied the pink ribbon, 




I did not want to lose 
the you I loved then 
to the you I love 
now.
Diane Houlihan
Between the barnacle 
encrusted piers
where broken and crushed shells 
cling and the smell of stale 
fish wrinkles your nose
lies a small starfish
swaying in the gentle water.
Maria Cavallaro
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Words are cages for thought 
artfully contrived shells 
colored by logic 
and saying to you 
no more than you mean, 
no less,
but constantly probed by others 
for intrinsic ideas 
that aren’t there.
You have the last laugh, after all.
Barbara Ackerman
Columns
Beams of crumbling century-old cement
in our heavenly sand castle
transform to
solid gold rays of light
rescuing dilapidated wall, ceiling,
structure we uphold
with a beaming look of compassion
—just by being—
antiquated entryways
tell of days gone by





Icy, wet afternoon 
Out of place in May 
Broken heart 
Shattered
Amongst standard steel desks 
Scattered photographs 
Of a happier time 
Heart, you have no place here.
Faded fatigues
How proudly you display
Courage
Cloak of the dead 
In the end 
Nobody wins
The flame flashed a bright marching red. 
Bums no more 
Reality extinguishes
Off, off to war in silence 
In silence he remains 
Far from me, far away 




Coming home after a momentous event,
The light once carried in your eyes—
Born of your womb—
Is gone.
A child you carried—our child—
Who was destined to be a Saviour of sorts. 
The burden proved too heavy, though, for he 
Relinquished his title upon birth.
It is not sadness which chars existence now 
But rather desolation—
Or a realization of desolation—
For two who died, stillborn,
And who die yet again.
There lay the atrophy of our existence—




The snow falls softly 
Shimmering in the moonlight 
Kissing the bare trees
Maria Cavallaro
Geriatric Winter
The hall closet door still creaks 
a few quick mellifluous notes 
as Grandmama pulls from storage 
that deep plum woolen coat.
Steadily removing one sleeve
then the other from their hanger, 
she greets a close and warm companion. 
“My, it’s been quite a few
months . . .  where’ve you been
hiding—in the closet? And
how was your summer? Go anywhere
special? — Oh, between
London Fog and Hampton Court
you say! How lovely!”
Before the mirrored wall
Grandmama drapes herself 
in that plum coat; 
it turns purple-royale as 
Grandmama shuts her eyes 
in her ecstasy





lying in the fireplace 
silky to the touch.
Undigested bits of wood and paper 
mar the softness.
The remnants of a fire burning brightly
in the night,
lending a rosy glow to
the lovers’ faces.
As the wine glasses empty, 
the fire dies down.
Embers glow softly in the dark.
The lovers fall asleep 
as the fire slowly dies.
Neither waking as the bits of wood 
crack and pop.
The fire dies
and the lovers move closer 
seeking warmth 
from each other, 
at last,
the fire is dead.
The only things left are 




Drips it down 
The drops of blood 
On the grassless mud 
Of Calvary.
Flesh on wood 
Man on tree 
The dead on dead 
Of Calvary.
Life is weird 
Man is weird 
Life is cruel 
Man is cruel
And the tears fall from wood 
On Calvary.
Yet we live
For He breathes today 




Drips it down 
The drops of blood 




Death in Living Color
Plasticine figures
Of a tranquil body
Affixed to a tawdry crossbar.
Hollow, pious people




And call them God.
I can not see Your Passion 
In crucifixes made in Japan . . .
But I walked down the street yesterday—
Saw a woman
Hunched over an exhaust grate 
Covered in filth 
Face aged by pain
Clothed in rags offering no protection from the cold. 
And I turned on the television 
And saw a man
Dying in the streets of Lebanon 
Skin burned by acid 
Eyes forever blinded 
Dying by inches
With the pain growing by seconds . . .
I have no need for cheap replicas 
Of bloodless executions.
I look around me and see 
Your death in living color.
Paula Jayne White
The Sirennum Fossae Bar and Grill or 
Great Lines of the Near Future
The pretty girl with the amazing dress beckoned with lac­
quered fingernails for yet another Ganymede Sling, and Harry, 
with a righteous sigh, began to prepare it at the Mix-a-Matic. 
Harry, like most of the men in the bar, had been watching her 
since she strutted in. He wasn’t attracted to her although she was 
attractive in a blatant sort of way—the little redhead sitting in 
front of him with the monicker of Jemima Jones was enough and 
more for any sensible man—but the woman who was drinking 
herself into oblivion could be an interesting subject for an experi­
ment Harry was conducting. He could see by the way she sipped 
her drink that she was lonely, and by the way she stared at the 
bottom of her glass that she was sad and by the volume of alcohol 
she’d already consumed that she was bored out of her pretty 
skull.
She was streetwise, Harry reflected while polishing the tradi­
tional tumbler, that was obvious. The drink, for one thing. A 
secret protocol of the Mars Colony Bar & Grill Association 
(MCB&GA) directed bartenders to replace alcohol with seltzer 
water after the fifth drink. A Ganymede Sling, though, contains 
nothing but thirty-eight different kinds of liquors—no fruit juice, 
no cream, no vibrant paper umbrellas. And a glass of pure seltzer 
wouldn’t fool a woman five Ganymede Slings along the way to 
unconsciousness.
Harry watched a cautious young man sidle along the dark- 
panelled bar to the lonely lady and whisper a timid something to 
her vicinity. She wheeled around on the stool and barked to his 
flushing face, “Why don’t you breakdance on the Great Red 
Spot!” Every patron in the bar turned to watch the unfortunate 
suitor slink into his own green embarrassment. Harry nodded to 
himself with satisfaction, polishing the drinking glass with fer­
vor: here was a formidable subject.
“Whatcha looking at, Harry?” Jemima chimed in with her 
usual enthusiasm. The “smart” look was “in” that year and 
Jemima, always a slave to fashion, was wearing it to the hilt, with 
the anachronous eyeglasses, the modest business suit and a long 
skirt with a sensible color and a generous slit from waist to hem. 
Harry had always thought the glasses were dumb—no one had 
needed corrective lenses for thirty years—but they certainly 
worked on young Jemima.
“The lady who ordered this drink,” he replied, checking the 
control panel of the Mix-a-Matic. The Sling was ready, and he re­
trieved it from the box to set it at the end of the bar. The lonely 
woman glared at him through red, desperate eyes and muttered 
half a thank-you.
When he returned to his station, Jemima had crossed her legs 
elegantly and was perusing the menu displayed beneath the 
video screen that was set within the top of the bar. It developed 
that she was looking at the reproduction of his liquor license. 
“Harry Gullickson,” she intoned ominously, pushing the glasses 
further up her nose as if that would somehow improve her vision. 
“Hmmm. And you own this bar free and clear?”
“Well, sort of. What are you, some kind of IRS agent?”
She laughed merrily. Harry knew she was really an engineer 
and the president of the province’s third largest construction 
firm. “No!” she chuckled with a considerable charm. “I’m just 
impressed, that’s all. Most people up here are struggling to get 
started, while you seem to have it all together.”
Harry blushed, in spite of himself, quite aware when he was 
being flattered. “It’s all image. Like this glass I’ve been shining 
up,” he explained, suddenly setting it aside self-consciously. 
“The crockery and whatnot is washed by special machines, same 
as everywhere else but a tiny milk bar in the Soviet Colony that 
everybody calls Siberia. But what do people want to see? They 
want to see the bartender washing the glasses, so Harry Gullick­
son washes glasses.” Harry resumed corroborating his own tes­
timony, and the whine of the glass being buffed sang out.
He glanced over at the drunk woman: then his eyes returned to 
Jemima’s face and he reddened when she saw him watching her. 
“Did I ever tell you about the time I programmed Malcolm to come 
on to the female customers?”
“Nothing illegal, I hope,” she commented primly. “Malcolm” 
was a personal android.
“Oh, I’m just a hobbyist, of course. I thought it would improve 
the Sirennum Fossae’s image. People leave happy, they come 
back to the bar. I programmed him to be suave, clever, and just a 
little bit shy. I put a helical randomizer in his noggin that could 
generate two dozen absolutely original pick-up lines at the drop 
of a handkerchief. I thought it would be perfect.”
“Mm-hmm. What happened?”
Harry fluffed up some cocktail napkins. “Disaster. Unmiti­
gated, unparalelled. They all fell in love with him. When they 
found out Malcolm was an android, they generally tried to claw 
my eyes out and two of them tried to sue me. When people leave 
the bar unhappy they don’t come back—and these ladies really 
left unhappy.”
“Maybe they tasted your steak dinner.”
“Very funny. I was just using the wrong strategy. Sure, tech­
nology can do some things people can’t, but for some things you 
just gotta have a human. So I re-programmed Malcolm.” With 
this confession, Harry opened the door to his office and gestured 
to something inside.
“I can’t wait to see this,” Jemima said with artificial sarcasm, 
watching Harry’s eyes. The office door slid open, and a tall 
humanoid swaggered out. True to the level of Harry’s expertise, 
the machine was extremely convincing and looked more human 
than many of the humans in the bar.
“That’s Malcolm?” she asked incredulously. Malcolm had 
changed. His synthetic hair was coiled in an outrageous perma­
nent, while he wore a sports jacket not quite as loud as a rocket 
lift-off and more chains than a jewelry store in a bad neighbor­
hood on a cold night. His rings twinkled suspiciously in the dim 
light. He sauntered over to the barkeep, giving off an aura of
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extreme self-confidence. “He looks like a psychiatrist in the 70s!” 
said Jemima, laughing helplessly.
Malcolm hadn’t heard. “Hey, Harry baby,” he asked of the 
human, “Where’s the fox? Where’s the next patient for Dr. 
Love?”
Harry was trying desperately to keep quiet and keep serious. 
“The young lady at the end of the bar with the Ganymede 
Sling."
Malcolm hitched up his trousers, a medieval crusader girded 
and shriven for the challenge. He approached the lonely lady and 
planted himself on the seat beside her, resting his head on his 
hand and his elbow on the bar to stare at the side of her face. The 
subject endured this for a few moments, then turned around and 
snapped, “What do you want?”
The helical randomizer, programmed by the devilish side of 
Harry’s psyche, wrought its wonders. “Hey baby,” Malcolm 
rumbled, “Your place or mine?”
Jemima was rolling on the floor with laughter and the unfor­
tunate object of the android’s programmed affection blushed 
with the humiliating and entirely correct apprehension that 
everyone in the bar was looking at her. “I know,” she answered 
the suitor, “you go to your place and I’ll go to mine.”
“Hey baby,” Malcolm countered, without missing a beat, “if I 
told you you had a beautiful body, would you hold it against 
me?”
“Get lost, creep,” she replied, regaining her composure.
“Hey baby, don’t I know you from someplace?”
“Please!” she shrieked, regaining her discomposure, “leave me
alone!”
A man in a business suit glided over magically from a distant 
table. “Can I rescue you from this joker?” he asked gently. She 
nodded, threw some credits on the bar, and left with her savior to 
the far reaches of the dining room. Malcolm watched her slip 
away, then thrust his hands in his pockets and returned to the 
office despondently.
“I have to work on the exit,” Harry admitted. “It needs more 
pathos. He has to leave in utter, abysmal disappointment.” 
“Don’t be modest,” said Jemima. “He could win an Academy 
Award! And where’d you find that other guy?”
Harry picked up the glass once more, and selected a likely 
towel. “I never saw him before in my life.”
Jemima’s jaw dropped. Harry pretended to count her pearly 
teeth. “But where’d he come from?”
“He was there all the time, or somebody else like him.” There 
was a rich squeak from the polished glass. “Our lady friend 
needed some way to appreciate him.”
“So Malcolm . . . ”
“People leave the bar happy, they come back. Malcolm as Mr. 
Right didn’t work. So I tried him as Mr. Wrong. Machines can 
replace humans, or they can make them look good. In this case, 
the choice was obvious.”
“That, my friend, is devious.”
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